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It was possibly to forget the stress of mind from which the
Prince was suffering over this affair that, at a ball given at this
time in Albemarle Street by Lady Hopetoun, he arrived
stupefied with drink. At first he was fairly quiet, sitting "pale
as ashes/' but at supper a bottle and a half of champagne
roused him and, says a guest, he "posted himself in the doorway,
to the terror of everybody that went by, flung his arms round
the Duchess of Ancaster's neck and kissed her with a great smack,
threatened to pull Lord Galloway's wig off and knock out his
false teeth, and played all the pranks of a drunken man upon
the stage, till some of his companions called for his carriage,
and almost forced him away." "This," the writer concludes
with truth, "was a little hard upon Lord and Lady Hopetoun."

After the discussion in the House about the Prince's debts
the King was forced to come forward, and sent a message to
the Commons asking that his son might be assisted. It was
finally arranged that the Prince should have ten thousand
pounds added to his income, a hundred and sixty-one thousand
to pay his debts, and twenty thousand for the building expenses
at Carlton House. This time, in the cat and mouse game
between the Prince and the King, the Prince may be said
decidedly to have won.

About the middle of the eighteenth century a doctor,
Richard Russell, wrote on the benefit of sea-bathing, and
himself settled at a small place on the south coast called
Brighthelmstone. In consequence, people came flocking there;
Richard Russell had started the impetus that was gradually
to turn this fishing-place of five thousand people into the
Brighton of to-day.
In the autumn of 1783, the Cumberlands were there, and
the Prince came to stay with them. This was his first visit, and
he found the place peculiarly sympathetic. It is in keeping
with his character that originally one of Brighton's charms
for him should have been "a sea-nymph whom he one day
encountered reclining on one of the groins of the beach." She
was, however, no mermaid, but Charlotte Fortescue, the
mistress, as he later discovered, of one of his friends. The
charms of Charlotte may have been evanescent, but those of
Brighton were not. The Prince first rented, and then bought, a
moderate-sized house on the Steine, which formed the nucleus